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Light Becomes Dark (A pre-fic drabble) 


by starlesswraith 


Summary 


What if Alina Starkov was the Shadow Summoner, and Aleksander the Sun Saint ... 


Notes 


Hi! @Starlesswraith here. This is just a short little silly drabble, where everything is the same 
except darklina have swapped powers 


29 


“Do something you know will scare me. . . 


“A lina—* 


“Please, Sasha. It will help.” 


Alina watched as the light got brighter and brighter, the rays stretching out, away from 
Aleksander and towards her, and still, nothing . 


She sighed heavily, closing her eyes for a moment. when she opened them again, the whole 
room was lit up in a bright, burning light. 


Panic erupted deep in her core. it was all she could do not to scream, or cry; she’d seen this 
light before, but it never burned this much, it never 


Her breathing was erratic, and her hands balled themselves into fists. just as she thought 
she’d have no other choice but to succumb to the fear clawing away at her conscious, 
something else stirred deep within her. something she hadn’t felt in decades. 


She welcomed it like an old friend, allowing her fingers to stretch out to accommodate the 
way the darkness wanted to ebb and flow. her body lurched forward as she embraced the 
darkness. it felt good to feel the room fall into a black shadow in an instant. she didn’t want it 
to stop. 


It surrounded her, cold and strangely comforting, more powerful and more pure than ever 
before. It was all hers. She wanted to laugh, to sing, to shout. 


At last, there was something that belonged wholly and completely to her. As the shadows 
rolled back towards her, Alina took the time to note the look on Aleksander’s face; the way 
his dark eyes bore into her, drinking in her power. He surged forward, long slender fingers 
brushing along either side of her face. Alina leaned into his touch, craving more of the 
serenity and hunger for power he gave her. 


“My Alina,” he whispered, voice laced with something she couldn’t quite describe. 
Something she wanted to hear again. 


“My Shadow Summoner,” he pressed his lips to her jaw, moving down towards her neck, in a 
smooth and controlled manor, before abruptly pulling away from her. 


She caught herself whining at the abrupt stop, earning a quiet laugh from him as he smoothed 
his kefta. 


“Just wait until I gift you The Stag. . .” 


And then he was gone, leaving Alina alone in Baghra’s hut. It was always the same, whether 
he was pressing his lips to her cold skin, or encouraging her to summon her shadows, Alina 
wanted more. . . and Aleksander would be more than willing to give it to her. 
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